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I m That makes ambition vertnc : O farewell. 

Farewell the neighing Steed,and the fhri lTrumpe, 

The fpirit-fiirringDrumme,the eare-peircing Fife; 

The royall Banner, and all quality. 

Pride, pompc, and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And O ye mortall Engines,whofe wide throates. 

The immortall louts great clamor counterfeit; 

Farewell, Othello’s Occupation’s gone* 
lag. IflpofliblemyLord ? 

Oth. Villaine.be fure you proue my Loue a whore. 

Be fure ofir,giue me the oculer proofe, 

Or by the worth of mans cternall foul.e. 

Thou hadft bin beiterhaue beene borne a dog, 

Then anfwer my wak’d wrath. 
lag. Iff come to this? 

Oth . Make me to fee’t.or at the lead fo proue it. 

That the probation, beare no hinge,nor loope. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vpon thy life. 

| lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If chou doeft flander her, and torture me, 

Neucr pray more,abandon all remorce. 

On horrors head,horrors aecumilate : 

Do deeds, to make hcauen weepe,all earth amaz’d. 

For nothing canft thou to damnation ad greater then tUat„ 
lag. O grace.O heauen defend me. 

Are you a man,haue you a foule or If nee ? 

God buy you, take thine office, — O wretched foole. 
That liueftto make mine hbnefty a vice, 

0 monftrous world,tsake no:e,take note,0 world. 

To be dire«5f and honed,is not fafe, 

Tthankc you for this profit,and from hence. 

Tie loue no friend, finee loue breedes fuch offence. 

/ Oth. Nay day, thou fhouldll be honed. 

lag. I fhould be wife,for hone (lie’s a foole, 
Andloofes that it workes for : 

1 lee fir,you are eaten vp with paffion, . 

I doc repent ms that I put it to you, ; < ' 


Yea 


The Moore ofV enice, 

youwou’dbefatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay,I will. 

, And may,but how,how Satisfied my Lord ? 
WoU |jyou,the fuperuifor groffely gape on,, 

Behold her topt? , 

Oth. Death and damnation — oh. 

jat ' It were a tedious difficulty I thiake,. 

Tn brine cm to that pr©fpc&,dam cm then, 
ifeuer mortall eyes did fee them boulder 
More then their owne; what then, how then 
yyhat Ilia 11 1 fay ? where’s fatisfa&ion ? 

It is impoffible you fhould lee this. 

yVere they as prime as Goates,as hot as Monkies ,, 

As fait as W clues, in pride; and fooles as groffe. 

As ignorance made drunke .* But yet I fay, 

Ifimputation and 'ftrong circumftanees. 

Which leade dire&ly to the doore oftruth. 

Will giucycu fatisfa<5hon,you may ha t. 

Oth. Giue me aliuingreafou.that dice's difl®yall, 
lag. Idoe not like the office. 

But fithl am enter'd into this caufefo farre, 
prickt to’t by foolifh honefty and loue, 

I will goc on : I lay with Cafsie lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tocth.T could not deep. 
There are a kinde of men fo loofe of loule. 

That in their flecpes will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kinde is Cafsio i 

In fleepe I heard him fay.Swecte Vefdemona, 

Let vs be merry, let vshideourloues ; 

And then fir,would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry out,fwectecreature,and then kifie me hard. 

As if be pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and figh’d,and kiffed,and then 
Cried, turfed fate,that gaue thee, to the Moore. 

Oth. O Monftrous,mondrous, 
lag. Nsy,this was bv.t his dreame. 
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